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WEN HARD sat In room 80 of
the Hard block, e called the
place his office and himmelf a
ronl estate agont, but It was
po secrel ln the clty that the only real
outate bo had time to attend to was his

own and that bis callors wore people
who came to ask favors, not to lenve

Teveteretedteotteon

It was the afternoon before Christ-
mas, and the dull December sun shone
fa at the Window and foll on Hard
stretched out In o big leather padded
armchair beslde the table,

He was a man nonring middle lfe.
His dark balr was plentifully stredkod
with gray, while bis forehond had fall-
eh Ioto heavy llnes, which gave his
face when In repose an expression of
1) pature that belied a disposition sin-
gularly generous and open. Ils hands
wore crowded Into his pockets, “It's

B STILL OAEED OUT OF THE WINKDOW,
where they bave beem for the greater
part of the week," he sald grimly to
Yomuns, a friend and a nelghboring
lawyer, who sat on the table and
swung one fool,

Yomaus lavghed. “A fellow has to)
pay dearly these duys, Huard, for being
rich. Stlll, 1 shoulds’t object to pay-
ing the price myself."”

Ab odd exprosslon crossed Hard's
face. He drew himself up and, clasp-
fng his bands bebind his head, looked
fixedly out of the wlud.ow

“Cheer up, old man," sald Yemans,
still laughing. “Your money brings|
you a sort of fame. [ don't belleve
there: has boen a falr, charity show,
festival, pauper's death, fallure or any
other publle event In this town for
yeurs but what Owen 8, Hard has
been called on to pull some one of
somethlng out of & hole, and he al
ways does 1t, too"” ndded Yomans
boartily,

Hard did not smile, He"stlll gazed
out of the window., “Wonld you be
Meve, Yemans, that for ten years |
Jhave never”— Hewsuddenly checked his
speech and then spoke as though to
himself. “If 1 were a soclety man,
probably I'd recelve soft plllows and
such tragh, but"—

Yomnns started,
you driving at?"

“Nothlng, nothiong,” exclalmed Hard
Impatiently. “I'm only stupldly think
tng aloud."

He shook himself, arose nnd began
pacing the floor with his arms folded
behind him. Yemans whistled a bit
and slid off the table, He yawned and
pleked up his bat. “I say, bere's a pun.
It's bard luck to be rich, but It'sa al
ways been Hard's luck. Therel A
merry Christmas to you, old fellow."
And Yemans left, slamming the door
behind him.

Hard dropped Into his blg chair
again and can bis Angoers through his
heavy halr, In the_ball were merry
calls, the shutting of office doors and
the general stir of an early closing up
Jof business to which the owner of the
block pald no attention. He leaned hls
elbow on the table and thought, while
his forehead fell Into its heaviest lines

Presently there was a stir outside his
door, followed by & falnt rap, "Come,"
bhe shouted, but evidently the nolse
drowned his voled, The knock was pe-
peated. He arose and rather ungra-
clously opened the door,

Before him stood a queer combina.
tlon. It 4id not take up much room
pither io helght or breadth. Had It
been twice as tall his eyes could have
looked over 1t at Yomans jost stepping
into the elevator, Yemans was langh-
ing and throsting his hands ulgnificant-
Iy into his pockets. The elevator boy
was grinning. The dentlat, lockingbis
. door, was chuckling and winking at a
doctor ringing for the ascending ele-
vator,

Then Hard, balf weary, half afabis|

mho}ly amusod, sald, *Come in."

"eombination entered, It conalst-
od of 0 morsel of a boy, pulllng after
bim o small red express wagoy whileh

“What on earth are
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wis MY (5 overfidwilig With sofie
thing cnrefully covered with am old
bedquilt. At the tall of the cart were
two: upright sticks, froma which wan |

draped a plece of thin black cleth
plnned to the bedquilt halfway dows
the eort.

Hard wurveyed the procosslon as H'
erossed the floor. “He Ik got up re
gordlons of his feelings for the purposs
of appealing to mine,” was his thought

as his bhand involuntarily wandered to

hin pocket.

The boy pulled the rattling express
cart across (he soft rug to the desk
and lald the tonguo down omrefully,'
“I'm Robert Allison Broxiey,” he an

nounced, worklug his hat loose from

his head and bowing gravely,

Hard returned the bow and followed
in the wake of the cart, feallng rather
superfluous as a bhost. “l am glad to
meot you, Hobert Alllson Broxley,” he
snld solemnaly,

Tho child regarded him steadily witk
groat black eyes met In dark ringe
which extendod low on his cheoks. The

face ought to have been the faoe of ¢

mere baby had not responsibility clalm:
ed Its owner early and made of him o
premature man.

"I knew who you was," Robert Alll
son Broxley sald calmly, His face
looked troubled, and Hard detected a
susplclon of tears around the long
black lashes and a quiver in the ¢hip
for which he could not account. Rob
ert's pext words, however, confirmed
bim in the idea which had led his
hand to his pocket.

“You are rich, ain't you? the Utth
chap nuked, laylng hold of the black!
cloth at the tall of the eart. He asked

In n queer volee which seemed to In |

vite denlal,

“Most people take It for grantsd thai|
I am,” answered Hard dryly,

Robert did not understand the hid
den meanlug, His face fell, and he
struggled with some emotion which
ceaused him to draw his coat slecve
across his eyes. “Then nobody don't
give you nothlng for a present, does
they ¥ he usked.

Hard looked at the boy curlously
nod sald what be bad dnterrupted him
self In saying to Yemans a few mo
ments before. “No, Robert; no one hns
made we & present In ten yearn"

“I's worry for you," muttered Robert,
and his hand again sought the black
cloth, He ralsed one corner and peer
od under. The sight evidently made
him still more unwllling to uncover the
cart, “I's sorry for you," be repeated

holding down the corner of the cloth |

“Won't you gt a sack of flour ot
clothes or broth or frult or shoes or
nothing tomorrow from nobody ™ anx
lounly.

“No, Robert,” sald Hard solewnly
“Probably no one will give me a sln
glo gife”

“You must have an awful bad time,'
nighed ltobert,

“Well, 1 don't have a very good tlme
always on Christons day,” agreed
Hard, “Do you?"

The child brightened. “Oh,
‘enume everybody 18 so good and ghn
us lots and lote of things."

“I never have," hazarded Hard, “and
1 am somebody,"”

Robert looked up, his eyes growing
wider. “Why, you know you've been
the goodest of all, That's why"— He
glanced at the cart and checked him:
welf, “You give my papa a fun'ral, n
very nice fun'ral, too," cheerfully, “and
yon sont us & hen for tomorrow.
There's better plekin' on a rooster, you
know, but the hen s very nlce and fat,
most a8 hlg ne that rooster you sent on
Thanksgiviy' day, Haln't you no hens
left for yoursell " anxlously,

“Funernls, bens,” repeated Hard
musingly. He had given so many fu
nerals and hens on request that one
wore or less made no Impression oo
him, “I*glve it up, little man, You
have the better of mb, You seem to
know more of what I do than I re
member myself, so we wlll change the
subject. What have you there?" polnt:
ing to the cart.

Robert hesitated and winked fast. “1
brought something—that is, 1 got some-
thing to give you o lft."

s "A lfe?" repeated Hard, mystified,

Robert nodded and removed the
black cloth glugerly, saying apologetle.
ally at the same time, “You see, you
dassént lot the sun op to thelr eyes
over,” and revealod to Hard's astonish.
ed gaze two tiny dimpled faces crown-
ed with yellow sliky hair. Two heads
sleeplly moved and two pairs ot deop

-blug eyes half opened,

“T'wins!" ejaculated Hard, He leaned
over the children and projected a On:
ger ut the one nearest him. The baby
closed her soft fingers around It and
looked up with an engaging displny of
smiles and dimples, .

"Two twins
*“That's her,”
elinging to Hard,
Youra s halt,"

At this point Robert gave a declded
anlff and reached for his old hat, Out
of the crown he drew an unhemmed
rag and applied the same to his nose.

“Mine? Hulf of what?' nsked the
astonished Hard, g

“Half of these.” Robert leaned over
the twins, and his volce choked. “You
may have him,”" touehing the baby
boy, “or her," touching the baby girl
“but I guces webby you better take
him and leave me her 'less you want
her awful bad. It's m lft to you,"

“Ob, 1 see—n gift!" and Hard sal
down wenkly beside his gift. There
was n queer expression nbout his eyes
ho leaned over and, resting his elbow
on his kuees and his head In his hand,
‘was sllent for a moment. “Her" cnr
ried his finger to her mouth and began
to suck It with apparent rellsh and
mnr little gurglings.
| *What would your mother say If !
kept half the twing?' he askéd ab
runty.

corrected Robert
polnting to the ons
Yand this s him

“T am Owen 8, Haprd."

J'l“‘

EE——

0t dourse abe'd webby be sorry, bu!
they don't belong to her. They'si
mine”

| “Not hers?* echosd Hard.

{ “Nope” wmothering a sob. *“They's
every bit of 'em mine, Mampe neves
had ‘em ‘cnuse lrst they was papa‘s
and Just before you give him a fun're

globe. You know what the peanut s,
of course!”

“Yep."
| “They are eaten baked, and they are
eaten raw, They are eaten om the
ptreet and In the bhouse, They are eat
o0 al ward cancuses and at marringes
apd fupersls, Doctors have always
sald they were & good thing, but how
| good no ono knew until I compoundsd
A tonle of them. My dear slr, 1 can
prove to you that one bottle of the ton-
fe bhas the same nutrition as a whole
carcass of fresh beef."

“Gee whist"

“It strengthons mote than a barrel of
wine." i
| “By thunder!” '

“It will make man or woman put on
five pounds of fat per week.”

“You don't say!"

throw aside every other tonje and ne-
cept mine. What does Lilllan Russell
say?! Bhe welghed 185 pounds before
taking the peanut tonlc and was sup-
posed to be golng into a decline. In
two weeks she welghed 210 pounds
and was looking uund for the nx to
chop wood. 'What has kept the two
senators from New York state alive for
the last month? What has braced Sen.
| ator Poraker up apew? Why has the
| egar of Russln ceased to talk of resign.
Ing? Why Is the Chicago beef trust
I trembling In its shoes? 1 tell you, sir,
we have the grandest thing on the face
of this green earth, and If you don't
make $10,000000 out of it In three
yours I'll be disappointed In you. As
T sald, I want you for treasurer.™
“And, by gum, you can have mel”
Uncle Reuben's Salary.

“That's right. That's the way I Hke
to hear n man speak up. Your salary
for the first year, whilo we are getting
under way, will only be a hundred
thousand dollars, but after that it may
g0 to half a million. All you'll have
to do is to count the money as It comes
in and goes out and be careful that you
don't pay out any thousand dollar bills
for hundreds.”

“Say, It's great; it's great!" whisper
of Uncle Reuben as he walked around
and rubbed his hands together,

“It 1a greater than great” added the
major as be also walked. “You may
want to know where we shall get our
peannuis from. Not from the American
trust, you can bet. I have leased 5,000,
000 acres of the great Babara desert

to grow them on. Kifty bushels to
the scre, and that makes 260,000,000
busbels of peanuts. We shall bave our
own bottle factorles and ralse our

“Lord, what a head you have got on
you!"

“Kings, emperors, czars, presidents,
dietators, lords, dukes, barons, counts,
opera singers and uctresses to adver
tise us, and behing them all the doc
tors come tralling In; nlso all the news.
papers. Can you beat It? Can you
match Major Crofoot?”

“Shake hands, major,” sald Unecle
Reuben as he held out his paw.

“And can you go to work on Mon.
day?" queried the promoter after shak-
ing.

“I'll be on hand or perish."

“Very well. You may Indorse that
check and leave It with me ns security
that you will show up. It's a mere
formality, you know. Turn the check
over and write your name there.”

“And U'll make—make”—

“You'll have $5,000,000 in the bank
before another buckwheat erop Is off
And now, os this Is my busy day”—

“I'Nl take n skate and show up Mon

day morning.”
. The major sat down and pressed his
hands to his thumping heart and long.
ed for n dose of brandy. He gave Un
ele Reuben ten minutes to get out of
the peighborbood and then wrote his
own name on the eheck and went over
to the bank and shoved It at the pay-
Ing teller In a careless way.

“Good only for paper rags,"” sald the
teller as be shoved It back, with a grin,

Unele Reuben wns on top. He had
soaked the man who was seeking to
soak him. M. QUAD.

Strong In Death.

Towne—Well, Hussel Is gone, poor
fellow! He just worked himself to
death. He was always In such a
hurry!

Browne—Yes, und they say be wa
out of breath when he died.—Philadel
phia Press.

Don't Take the Risk.

When you have a bad congh or cold
do not let it drag along until 2 becomes
chronic bromehitis or develops into an
attack of pneumonia, but give it the
sttention it deserves and get rid of it.
Take Chamberlain's Cough Remedy and
you are sure of prompt relief. From a
small beginning the sale and use of this
preparation has extended to all parts of
the United dtates and to many foreign
countries. Its many remarkable cures
of coughs and eolds have won for it this
wide reputation and extensive use, Sold
by Frank Hart and deading druggists.

Lame Shoulder Cured.

Lame shoulder is usually csused by
rheumatlsm of the muscles and quickly
yields to a foew applications of Chamber-
lsin's Paln Balm. Mrs, P. H. McElwee,
of Boistown, New Brunswick, writes:
“Having been troubled for some time
with & pain in my left shoulder, I de-
tvided to give Chamberisin’s Pain Balm &
trial, with the result that I got prompt
relief.” For sale by Frank Hart and lesd-
ing druggista.
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Rhenmatism
Diabetes,

Kidney Diseases,
Bladder Troubles,

Liver Complaint,

Indigestion,
Constipaﬂon,

endorsed by physidiass "
will oure &
will Y CURE YOU.
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Blank Books

Up to the Highest Standards,

Bookbinding

After Strictly Modern Methods,

Printing

of Every Description

orders.

Our Facilities are the best and we
can promptly execute all

J. S. Dellinger Co.

ASTORIA, OREGON




